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Summary 


“I don’t fuckin' understand, Wilbur,” Tommy exclaims, gesturing wildly. “You gotta 
understand that this sounds crazy. Shotgun Saturdays with Techno crazy.” 


“Look,” Wilbur spins on his heel, puts his hands on Tommy’s shoulders. “Today is 
Tuesday, but yesterday was Tuesday too.” 


“Yesterday was Monday, Wil.” 


Or, a Crimeboys Supernatural/"Mystery Spot" AU 


Notes 


kayla bonespell's notes: 

i'm the dumbass who's seen all 15 seasons of spn and has been watching them live since s12 
and on netflix before that, so when jay was like "crimeboys mystery spot au" i was like 
HOLY SHIT YES and we talked abt it for weeks and then actually wrote the entire thing in 
less than 24h on a tuesday because we're insane. translating deanspeak to tommyspeak was 
also fun as fuck be dean is so american and tommy is so british. i'll be MIA for a bit fyi be ap 
exams and SATs are in two weeks. party on parasocial besties 


jay_allieae's notes: 

i saw One(1) twitter post about crimeboys as the winchesters and then this happened I cannot 
be trusted. im not sure if the seven-year-old me who would watch this show at seven am 
would be proud or disappointed in what we have made but hey. the brotherly dynamic was 
too perfect to resist. if you think that Wilbur Soot does not embody Sam Winchester (except 
Older Bro Sam) DNI /j 


cw for the unholy trinity of blood, repeated temporary death, and trauma! if you've seen the 
episode, you know what I mean. if you haven't, you're still fine just be on the lookout. 
anyways that's enough talking enjoy Wilbur Soot suffering for 15.5k words. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


They stumble into the motel fresh off a ten hour drive, and Tommy wastes no time 
staggering over to the mattress farthest from the door and dropping down onto the fresh white 
sheets with a heavy sigh. 


Wilbur, similarly as exhausted but upright nonetheless, glances over as he chucks his bags 
at the foot of the bed. “Are you sleeping right now? It’s barely seven PM.” 


Tommy rolls over to wrestle the tucked duvet over his shoulders. “I’m tired.” 
“You act like you didn’t sleep for half the car ride.” 


“Shut up,” Tommy mumbles, voice muffled by the pillow he’s buried his face in. Wilbur 
watches him shake the ratty sneakers off of his feet so they tumble onto the floor. “You know 
I get carsick, Wil — ‘s hard to sleep when your stomach’s all spinny and shit.” 


“We’re not here on vacation,” Wilbur points out, burying his yawn as he hangs his keys on 
the hook by the door. “Phil’s—” 


“Not any closer than he was last week,” Tommy drawls, raising his head briefly to glance 
over his shoulder. “And it’s not like he’s gonna show up at the fuckin’ door if I take a nap.” 
Tommy’s smile sharpens. “And hey, if he does, boom! Problem solved.” 


“.. You’re insufferable.” 
“And you’re a priss.” 


Wilbur sighs, but he peels off his jacket and throws it on the bottom of the bed. “Fine. 
We’ll take tonight off.” 


Tommy grins victoriously and flops back down. “That’s what I thought, bitch.” 
“Tomorrow,” Wilbur continues, resolutely ignoring him— 


“We’re back to dad hunting,” Tommy cuts in. “I know.” He squints his eyes open again. 
“You should probably try to sleep too. Can’t run on an empty brain and all that.” 


“Right,” Wilbur agrees noncommittally. “Maybe I will.” 


He makes it an hour staring at the ceiling and thinking before he caves, sitting up in the 
shitty motel bed and reaching for his laptop case. To his left, Tommy is passed out — has been 
the whole time. The soft sound of his even breathing and the groan of the air conditioner 


accounts for the only noise in the room. It’s even quiet outside; Manburg County seems to be 
small, and sleepy. 


In the near-silent void, Wilbur’s thoughts are magnified to a painfully loud degree. 


He slides his laptop out of the sleeve and cracks it open, angling the flood of blue light to 
the side. 


Wilbur’s not sure how long he spends hunched over the janky laptop screen, fingers 
sliding quietly over the keys. 


Manburg County Mystery Spot, reads the Serif script at the top of the first news article he 
pulls up. Where the laws of physics have no meaning! 


It’s a shitty slogan, but also, their only lead. Wilbur jots it down, cross-checking with 
Phil’s journal. Research is an arduous process — another few hours pass before his eyes start 
to burn and he has to squint to make out the words in front of it. His hands are cramping. 


He’s too consumed by the screen to notice when Tommy stirs, at least until the blankets 
shuffle and then Tommy sits up. 


“Wil?” he mumbles groggily, rubbing sleep out of his eyes. Wilbur about slams his laptop 
shut when he jumps. “What’re you doin’ up?” 


“Nothing,” Wilbur breathes, voice scratchy from disuse. “Just wanted a head start.” 


Tommy studies him, sleep written in every line of his scrunched face. “It’s late, ‘nd you’ ve 
been up for ages today.” He glances at the singular bedside table between their beds, and the 
radio-clock hybrid depicting the time as 02:09 AM. “We can do all that tomorrow. Go to 
bed.” 


The restless energy coiled in Wilbur’s chest like a spring wire has dimmed, but not 
depleted. He can’t bring himself to put the laptop down just yet. 


So, “I will. Soon.” 


“Mhm,” Tommy mumbles, eyeing him before sinking back down onto the pillows. Wilbur 
can’t tell if his voice is flattened by doubt or drowsiness, or both. “Don’t start bitchin’ when 
you have to wake in a few hours.” 


“T won’t.” 
A faint snort. “Yeah, okay. Goodnight, Wilbur.” 
“Night, Tommy.” 


It’s silent again as he waits for Tommy’s breaths to even out before turning back to the 
screen. Another headline, this one from a month ago but fashioned barely different than all 
the rest, glares back at him: 


Grand Opening: New “Mystery Spot” opens in downtown Manburg! 


Wilbur bites the inside of his cheek as he skims the article, but his eyes are continuously 
dragged back to the same four words. 


Manburg County Mystery Spot. 


What could Phil have been doing there? 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it—” 


Wilbur jerks awake with a gasp, eyes snapping open as he jerks upright in the shitty motel 
bed. The crooning of the radio on the bedside table has his gaze instantly shooting over to 
Tommy on the bed opposite him: tying the laces of his ratty trainers as he mouths the lyrics 
under his breath. Seeing his cheery disposition is like looking directly into the sun. Wilbur 
grows infinitely more tired. 


Tommy sees him awake and beams. “Rise and shine, Wil!” 
Wilbur squints at him. “What the fuck is this?” 


“It’s music, Wilbur,” Tommy deadpans. Drawing out each syllable, “Bruno Mars.” 


“Yeah, thanks.” He scrubs a hand over his tired face, glaring dully at the radio. It’s 
Tuesday — the clock on the radio reads 9 AM. “And if I ever hear it again I’m going to kill 
myself.” 


Tommy’s eyebrows shoot up towards his hairline as he swings his legs over the side of the 
bed. “Well! In that case—” 


He cranks the volume up. 
Wilbur groans. “Tommy—” 
“__you deserve it baby, you deserve it all-” 


“Sorry, can’t hear you!” Tommy yells, dancing obnoxiously, if one could even call the 
whip-ish motions that. 


He looks like he’s shaking off ants. 


Wilbur snorts, shaking his head. It’s 9 AM on a Tuesday, and the exasperation is settling 
in. He wants a coffee. 


Tommy turns on him, eyes glinting as he trips backwards towards the bathroom. “And /’m 
gonna give it to you~” 


“Gremlin fucking child,” he mutters under his breath, throwing the blankets off of his lap. 


It’s 9 AM on a Tuesday, and he’s already done with this shit. 


He goes through the motions — joining Tommy eventually and blearily taking a toothbrush 
to his teeth. Wilbur’s reflection blinks tiredly back at him as he shaves blearily. On his right, 
Tommy starts to gargle. Loudly. For ten seconds straight. And counting. 


Wilbur slowly turns his head to stare at him. 


Tommy catches his eye and tries to grin. He succeeds in spitting frothy white toothpaste 
down his chin. Wilbur grimaces and hopes the irritation is visible on his face as he turns back 
towards the mirror. 


It’s a running theme, apparently, because by the time he’s ready to go, Tommy is still 
digging through their duffel bags. 


“Take your time why don’t you,” Wilbur drawls sardonically from the end of the bed. 


“Fuck you,” Tommy snipes back without looking, continuing to rifle through the pile of 
clothes piled up around his elbows. “TIl go as slow as I damn—” He stops, whips around with 
a victorious grin as he raises the silver pistol up for Wilbur to see. “Found it.” 


Wilbur’s hand snaps out before Tommy can finish raising his arm, fingers curling around 
his pressure point on his wrist. Tommy’s grip instantly goes lax, and the gun slips from 
useless fingers onto the rumpled bed. 


Sensing the pout, Wilbur picks up the pistol, tucking it into his own waistline as he shakes 
his head. “Absolutely fucking not.” 


And sure enough, “Wil, seriously?” 
“You’re not taking it.” He nudges Tommy towards the door. “End of story.” 


Tommy blinks, irritation and maybe even some hurt clouding his face before it’s shuttered 
away as he seems to recover. Nose tilted up with an air of impatience, he takes that moment 
to charge for the door, declaring, “Well, fine then.” Then, just to be a little bitch, “Let’s not 
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stand around, man, I’m fucking starvin’. 


If Wilbur were a better man, he’d take the opportunity and get going. 
As it is, he sticks a leg out and tries to trip him. 
Tommy stumbles, and a slew of violent curses follows him out to the car. Wilbur grins. 


Perhaps this Tuesday can be redeemed after all. 


Wilbur holds open the door to the diner, ushering Tommy inside. Tommy ducks under his 
arm, bouncing in, full of too much cheer for this early in the morning. The waitress is talking 
to a grumbling man at the counter, who looks extremely hungover. Who gets drunk on a 
Monday night? 


“Can’t sit at the bar if you don’t order anything, Schlatt,” the waitress says, hands on her 
hips, eyebrows furrowed. “You know the rules.” 


“Yeah, yeah,” the man grumbles, dropping his head down. His mumbling continues, but 
it’s muffled, and Wilbur can’t hear it. He considers maybe he shouldn’t be judging, because 
he’s definitely been in that position, but he decides he’s going to, anyways. 


“Look, Wilbur, Wilbur!” Tommy tugs at his sleeve like a toddler, excited. “Tuesday! Pig 
N’ A Poke!” 


“Do you even know what that is?” Wilbur raises an eyebrow, sliding into the booth. 
Tommy makes an offended noise before sliding into the seat across from him. He leans over 
the table, about to retort. 


“You boys ready?” the waitress from earlier interrupts, in front of them suddenly. Wilbur 
startles, and Tommy’s face contorts, as if he’s trying not to laugh. 


“Yeah,” Wilbur nods. The waitress smiles at him knowingly, suggesting she also saw 
Wilbur’s jump. He exhales. What a day, already. 


“Yep!” Tommy says, with more cheer, pulling her attention away from Wilbur, as if he’s 
taking pity on him. Just what Wilbur needs. “Ill have the special, side of bacon, and a 
coffee!” 


“You do not need a coffee,” Wilbur mutters under his breath, and Tommy shoots him a 
glare. He relents. “Make it two coffees, and a short stack.” 


“You got it,” the waitress grins. Puffy, her nametag reads. 


“Wil, honestly, this job is fuckin’... itty bitty. Pointless. Small, if you will. We should be 
focusing on finding Dad, not this shit.” 


Itty bitty, Wilbur mouths, and Tommy sticks his tongue out. Wilbur is reminded, in times 
like these, that his brother is seventeen. 


“Our lead says Phil has been here recently,” Wilbur explains patiently, again. “We’re not 
here for nothing.” 


“Okay, so where is he?” Tommy asks, mocking. Wilbur flips him off. 


“Shut up. I want to find him as bad as you do. But Tommy - hey, look at me,” Wilbur 
takes both of Tommy’s hands across the table. Tommy reluctantly fixes his eyes on Wilbur. 
They’re sad. “Tommy, he’s been hiding for a long time. We have to be patient.” 


“I don’t want to be patient,” Tommy mutters, “I want Dad back.” 


“I know,” Wilbur agrees, and he really, really does. “I know.” 


“Where the laws of physics have no meaning?” Tommy says, incredulous. “Wilbur, this is 
fuckin’ shit. This is a bit, right? This is a joke.” 


“T'm with you,” Wilbur shrugs. “It’s not a joke. That’s what I’ve got for you.” 


“Bit on the nose, innit?” Tommy mumbles, pulling the paper closer to his face, as if that 
will help him scrutinize it better. 


“Two coffees, one with sugar and cream,” Puffy puts it down in front of Tommy, whose 
eyes light up, “and one black.” 


Wilbur eyes his coffee distastefully. Despite it being what he ordered, he doesn’t enjoy it. 
He finds it stupid, though, to dump in all the shit Tommy likes. Makes Tommy look like a 
child (Wilbur supposes he is). So, as a result, Wilbur drinks it black. 


“And some hot sauce for the - fuck!” Puffy swears, then claps her hand over her mouth. 
“I’m so sorry for the language, and the-” She drops to the floor, wiping up the hot sauce from 
the shattered bottle with her apron. 


“Tt’s alright,” Wilbur gives a tight smile. “We don’t mind. It’s too early for politeness, 
yeah?” 


“Yeah,” Puffy breathes, tension bleeding from her shoulders. “I’m gonna get cleaned up. 
Sorry again.” 


Wilbur gives her another smile as she goes. Tommy raises an eyebrow at Wilbur. Wilbur 
flips him off. 


“Are we prepared for the possibility that this is a tourist trap? Because that’s usually what 
these things are, you know that right?” 


They're on the street now. Tommy’s too busy looking at him and talking to watch where 
he’s going; Wilbur has to grab his sleeve and jerk him towards him to stop him from colliding 
with a pole. Of course, his gaze is then instantly caught by a golden retriever chained to a 
bike rack, barking at them as they pass, and his sneakers drag on the concrete as he loses the 
rhythm of his steps. Wilbur rolls his eyes. 


“Not always,” Wilbur counters, and Tommy whips his head to face him, distracted once 
more. 


“Not always?” he echoes disbelievingly. “Oh, okay. So, you’re telling me you think this 
isn t some big massive tourist trap.” 


Frustration threatening to drip into his voice, “You’ve seen what we deal with, Tommy. 
There are places in the world where people just disappear. This...” He waves his hands 


vaguely. “...could be one of them.” 
“And if it is, what? What’s even—” 


Both of them are too caught up to see the woman until she’s slamming into Tommy’s 
shoulder — much shorter than him but still enough to send him stumbling back a step. 


“Sorry,” she murmurs, not missing a beat and continuing down the sidewalk, pale blond 
hair swinging against her back. 


Wilbur blinks, catching a quick glimpse of the stack of papers hugged to her chest, before 
Tommy’s righting himself and launching straight back into his rant. “—what’s even the lore to 
this place?” 


Wilbur exhales. “It’s pretty crazy, actually, Tommy. They say the magnetic fields are 
strong enough to bend space-time, and when victims go in...” 


He trails off, and Tommy’s quick to pick it up. “They don’t come out. Gotcha.” Face 
creasing once again, painfully childlike confusion spreading across his features, “And that’s 
what you think this is. The Manburg County Mystery Spot is a big, fuck-off black hole.” 


“Yes,” he sighs. “And I don’t think it was just me. If Phil came through here—” 
They’re cut off once again, this time by an angry shout. Wilbur steps closer to Tommy as 
they pass a stairwell in front of a brownstone apartment, where two teenagers in slate grey 


jumpsuits are trying to wrestle a wide piano through a narrow stairwell. 


“It’s not gonna fit,” sighs the taller one, crossing his arms as the shorter guy shoves at the 
polished mahogany. 


“Nice observation, dumbass,” he snipes back, breathing hard. “You think I can’t see that?” 


The rest of the interaction is missed as they come to a crosswalk, pausing as they wait for 
the light to change. 


“So, we gotta check it out,” Tommy concludes. “Make sure Dad didn’t wind up in a black 
hole.” He cracks a grin. “Or worse, the gift shop.” 


Wilbur nods, ignoring the last part as he shoves his hands into the pocket of his jacket. 
“We owe it to Phil to try.” 


The crosswalk light flashes. They step into the road. 


“Well, okay then,” Tommy says. “How’s about we go when they close, yeah? Wait ‘till it’s 
empty, and then we’ll have the place to ourselves to look around.” He bumps Wilbur’s 
shoulder with his own, offering him a serious look but a small smile. Wilbur returns it as 
Tommy looks ahead again. “If Dad was there, we’ll find him.” 


He nods, agreement settling over him. (They don’t really have many other choices.) 


The security at the Mystery Spot is so laughable that they don’t even have to do more than 
bust out the crowbars and pry open the window to get inside. The welcome centre is barren 
and dark — a quick sweep around with flashlights reveals nothing besides a desk flanked by 
stacks of pamphlets and racks of commemorative “Mystery Spot” magnets, t-shirts, stickers, 
and pins that Wilbur has to stop Tommy from shoving into his pockets. 


(“C’mon Wil, it’d be funny—” 
“Put them back.” 
<“... You're no fun. ”) 


They make it to the first door, and Wilbur exhales heavily as he pushes it open with one 
hand, drawing out a loud creak that sounds more like a screech in the silence. 


Tommy’s face is twisted with disgust as he shines his flashlight over the walls of the first 
room: the walls that are painted a nauseating, acidic green, swirled with jet black spirals. The 
cobwebs gathered in each corner and the paint chipping off the walls seem to only cement the 
doubt further. 


Despite it, Wilbur feels his skin crawl as he digs his EMF Meter out of his pocket, 
flashlight balanced between his shoulder and his chin as he fumbles to turn it on. 


Tommy’s grimace deepens as he walks ahead. “You really think Dad came through this 
place?” 


Wilbur’s lips are pursed, pressed into a thin line. “I’m not saying he did anything, but it’s 
our best shot. Every other lead has been dead for weeks.” 


“Hm,” Tommy hums, and the evanescent somberness is instantly broken by a snort when 
they break into the next room and the beam of his flashlight lands on an upside-down table 
nailed to the ceiling. “Oh, come on, that’s fuckin’-- that’s uncanny.” His eyes skim the room 
and he laughs; it echoes. “You’re telling me people actually believe this shit?” 


Wilbur casts him a sideways glance, ripe with amusement as the EMF in his hand whirs to 
life. “People can believe anything if you put them in the right situation.” 


“I guess,” Tommy agrees, nodding sagely. “Like how you believe I think you’re funny—” 
Wilbur looks at him. “You don’t think I’m funny?” 


“Or like a mouse in a maze,” Tommy adds intelligently. Wilbur squints at him. He’s not 
sure whether to chide him into some level of seriousness (an impossible task) or to try to pick 
his brain and find out the process he uses to string words together (equally as impossible.) 
Tommy returns his gaze defensively. “Just trying to lighten the mood, Wil. Do you even 
know what we’re looking for?” 


“Yes,” Wilbur answers immediately, his own defensiveness rising. At Tommy’s deadpan 
look, he sighs, flashlight beam dipping towards the floor. The EMF in his other hand hums 
lamely, barely a read. “No. But this place must mean something if Phil—” 


“What the hell are you doing here!?” 


Tommy jumps, and Wilbur rears back at the shout, flashlight dropping from his hand with 
a guilty clatter as the man steps into the doorway in front of him. 


He can vaguely connect the man in front of him to the grainy portraits on his laptop: from 
the shorn hair to the sharp facial features made sharper by panic. Wilbur’s eyes are drawn 
towards his gaudy crocodile skin shirt, even gaudier paisley pants, and then finally to the 
double barrel shotgun in his hands, pointed right at them. 


From the corner of his eye, Wilbur can see Tommy’s hand drop low, towards a gun he 
doesn t have, that Wilbur does. He reaches for his waistband, where he can feel the cold metal 
pressing right near his hip. The man’s eyes — dark and wide — lazer in on the movement, and 
then he’s swinging the gun right at him. 


“Don’t move!” he shrieks, and Wilbur freezes right as he draws his own pistol — the silver 
one, the one that Tommy had. “Don’t fucking move!” 


Wilbur’s heart drops like an anchor, crashing through his ribs and landing somewhere in 
his stomach. 


The owner of the Mystery Spot shakes as he tracks their every movement with the barrel 
of his shotgun. 


Manifold, Wilbur remembers finally, as if it matters. That's who he is. 


“We don’t want any trouble,” Tommy says slowly, and when Wilbur risks a glance over, 
all of the humour has been wiped from his face. He’s serious, much more mature than his 
youthful features want to allow. “Nobody has to get hurt.” 


“Are you robbing me?” the owner pipes out, wide eyes flickering between the both of 
them. “Are you- is that—” 


“No,” Wilbur insists, lowering his own pistol slowly. “No, nobody’s robbing anyone, 
look—” 


“We can explain,” Tommy chimes in, and— 


Manifold yells wildly, fumbling to swivel the gun right at Tommy’s chest. Wilbur forgets 
how to breathe. 


How is everything going to shit— 
“Tm just raising my hands!” Tommy tries, and— 
Wilbur doesn’t see Manifold go for the trigger until the gun is already firing. 


The gunshot blasts impossibly loud through the room but Wilbur barely hears it as he 
watches the bullet throw Tommy back — to be caught only by the unforgiving, concrete 
ground. 


“Tommy!” 


And it sounds like a prayer but his throat grates against it like a scream. He’s across the 
room before he can remember how to make his lungs work, uncaring that he’s completely 
exposed his back to the man as he drops down at Tommy’s side. 


“Tommy, hey, hey—” 


There’s so much blood that it makes Wilbur want to gag: not because he hasn’t seen blood 
before but because this is Tommy s— Tommy 5 blood rapidly soaking his shirt, Tommy s blood 
spilling out behind him like two crimson butterfly wings; Tommy ï blood that there is so 
fucking much of, it can only mean one thing. Wilbur presses his palms against Tommy’s 
chest and refuses to accept it. 


“Wil— Wil—’ Tommy chokes out, breathing labored, and fuck, there’s more of it — more 
blood: staining his lips, dribbling down his chin. 


Wilbur presses harder, fear coursing through him. “Hang on, Tommy, just—” He sees 
Manifold take a stumbling step forward, gun lowered, and Wilbur moves ferally, head jerking 
toward him, “Call the police,” he orders — pleads — raggedly. “Please.” 


Manifold trembles. “‘I— I didn’t mean—” 
“Fucking do it!” 


Manifold staggers away, the only words leaving his mouth a breathless whisper: “How old 
is— oh my God. Oh my God.” 


Tommy coughs and like a switch, Wilbur tunes Manifold out, feeling his heart shred as he 
looks down and sees the crimson bleed through his fingers. Beneath his hands, Tommy’s 
chest rises and falls raggedly. His eyelids flutter and Wilbur seizes with panic. 


“Hey, come on, don’t close your eyes,” Wilbur begs, voice wavering. 


Tommy’s eyes are wide and terrified as they lock deliriously on Wilbur’s. Pain consumes 
his features so potently that he can’t get a word out, can only gasp for air through blood- 
stained lips. 


Exhaling a sob, Wilbur fractures. 


“Not like this, not like this, come on,” he whispers. A sun setting: Tommy’s eyes lose 
focus. The choked gurgling ceases, leaving Wilbur to drown in the silence left behind. He 
thinks his heart might burst. “Tommy. Please, Tommy.” 


Nothing. 


Curling over his brother, Wilbur breaks. 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it—” 
Wilbur jerks awake with a gasp, chest heaving as he shoots upright in the shitty motel bed. 


He barely hears the croon of the radio over the pounding of his heart, but the sound of it 
has him reeling, eyes shooting to the side and landing on— 


Tommy, on the bed opposite him — the motel bed — tying his ratty sneakers and mouthing 
the lyrics to the Bruno Mars song under his breath. 


Tommy sees him awake and beams. "Rise and shine, Wil!" 

Wilbur stares at him, heart galloping. 

“What the fuck?” he croaks. “What the fuck is- what?” 

“It’s music, Wil,” Tommy deadpans. Drawing out each syllable, “Bruno Mars.” 


Robotically, Wilbur’s mouth moves to form the words as his eyes shoot around the room, 
“Yeah, thanks.” 


Inside, he feels like he’s dying. On the outside, all he can do is blink hard and make sure 
that his brother isn’t a mirage as he glances down at his chest and tries to slow his heart 
down. 


He looks at Tommy again, watching him lean over and crank the volume up on the radio. 
Wilbur flinches, ears sensitive to it even as all he can do is look at his brother’s shirt and 
revel in the fact that it’s not painted crimson. 


Wilbur swallows. “Tommy—” 
“_you deserve it baby, you deserve it all-” 
“Sorry, can't hear you!” Tommy yells, dancing obnoxiously. 


It’s— it’s not a dance. It’s like he’s shaking off ants. Wilbur remembers thinking the same 
thing— yesterday? Did he— was there even a yesterday? 


Tommy turns on him, eyes shining as he mouths the lyrics and trips towards the bathroom. 
“And I’m gonna give it to you!” 


“Gremlin fucking child,” he mutters automatically, words crawling up his throat like acid, 
almost against his will. 


He swings his legs over the bed and throws the tangled duvet off of his lap, but he can’t 
bring himself to stand as he watches the bathroom door swing almost-shut behind Tommy. 


Chest finally starting to slow, all he can do is breathe, “What the fuck.” 


He goes through the motions — once he can bring himself to stand up. He joins Tommy in 
the bathroom feeling like he’s drifting. The hands that grab for the electric shaver he 
remembers setting on the counter to charge last night (was it last night?) don’t even feel like 
his own, but he manages to start shaving the shadow of stubble on his pale jaw. 


The reflection that blinks back at him is tired, and frazzled. He can’t help his eyes 
flickering over to Tommy, marvelling at the fact that his brother is alive and breathing right 
beside him not— not bloody and gasping for air and dying like in the twisted dream that still 
flashes behind his eyelids. 


Tommy catches one of his lingering glances and holds it, grinning and sending frothy 
toothpaste down his chin. Wilbur swallows and hopes that the grin he musters in return 
doesn’t come out like the grimace he thinks it does. 


After a second, Tommy spits out the toothpaste, wiping his mouth with his hand. “What?” 
When Wilbur says nothing, he frowns. “You okay, Wil?” 


Wilbur blinks, and seems to slip more securely into his own body as he searches Tommy’s 
face for... something and comes up blank: all there is is earnesty and maybe a hint of 
concern. 


“I don’t know,” he admits, and it sort of feels like a knot has been untangled in his chest as 
he finds his next words. “I... I think I had a really weird dream.” 


Once again, his eyes move to search Tommy’s face. But there’s no fear, no dread, no 
inkling that he has any clue what Wilbur is saying-without-saying: only a faintly-amused 
grin. 


“Yeah? I told you you’d regret staying up so late.” 
Wilbur sighs, and it’s less shaky. “Yeah. Maybe you were right.” 


Somehow, despite Wilbur’s running disorientation, Tommy manages to lag behind. Wilbur 
finds himself at the foot of the bed once more (or for the first time) trying not to fall over 
underneath the weight of the deja vu washing over him as he watches Tommy rummage 
through his overturned duffel bag. 


His head is spinning — how is this the exact same? How had he dreamed all this? Was it a 
coincidence — a series of mind-fucking coincidences? It has to be. The proof is right in front 
of him. 


He’s so caught up in his own head that he almost doesn’t remember what Tommy was 
looking for until he’s wielding the silver pistol victoriously. Just like that, any semblance of 
comfort drains out of Wilbur. 


His hand shoots out, closing around Tommy’s wrist and not managing to land precisely on 
his pressure point. But Tommy just looks at him, and gives Wilbur the second he needs to get 
the pistol out of his hand. 


(There is no point in lingering on the images of a bullet flashing behind his eyes because 
that clearly wasn’t real.) 


“Wil, seriously?” Tommy whines, and Wilbur’s heart clenches. 


Part of him is inclined to give the gun back — hell, after that dream, he’s almost inclined to 
just hand Tommy his heart on a platter if that’s what he’d want — but he resists. “Not 
happening. End of story.” 


Tommy blinks, irritation and maybe even some hurt clouding his face before it’s shuttered 
away as he seems to recover. Nose tilted up with an air of impatience, he takes that moment 
to charge for the door, declaring, “Well, fine then.” Then, just to be a little bitch, “Let’s not 


3-99 


stand around, man, I’m fucking starvin’. 


Wilbur hesitates, turning the gun over in his hands before ultimately deciding to tuck it 
into his waistband. Tommy doesn’t need it — in fact, if Wilbur never heard a gun fire around 
either of them in the next five years he’d die happy. Plus, he’s not going to give in to the 
feeble urges of a nightmare. 


(If anything, just to appeal that incessant prodding in the back of his skull, he resolves not 
to wait the next time his fingers curl around the trigger.) 


As he heads for the car, he hears Tommy cursing him out for taking forever and manages a 
tiny grin. 


Despite everything, perhaps today can be redeemed after all. 


“Can’t sit at the bar if you don’t order anything, Schlatt,” the waitress - Puffy - says, hands 
on her hips, eyebrows furrowed. “You know the rules.” 


“Yeah, yeah,” Schlatt grumbles, dropping his head down. Wilbur watches, incredulous, as 
the events unfold exactly as he’d dreamed them. What the hell is going on? 


“Look, Wilbur, Wilbur!” Tommy tugs at his sleeve like a toddler, excited. “Tuesday! Pig 
N’ A Poke!” 


Wait. 


“It’s Tuesday?” Wilbur says, slowly. Tommy looks at him like he’s having a stroke, but 
Wilbur’s mind is racing. 


“Yeah,” Tommy reaches across the table, puts the back of his hand against Wilbur’s 
forehead. “You feeling okay, Wil?” 


“T-” Wilbur starts, but Puffy cuts him off, coming up with her notepad. 


“You boys ready?” Puffy asks with a customer service smile, in front of them suddenly. 
Wilbur startles, even though he knows it’s coming, and Tommy’s face contorts, as if he’s 
trying not to laugh. This has happened before. 


“Yeah,” Wilbur nods, the answer as much to her as it is to Tommy. Puffy real-smiles at 
him knowingly, just like she had last time. Wilbur exhales slowly, but for an entirely different 
reason. 


“Yep!” Tommy says, with more cheer, pulling her attention away from Wilbur, as if he’s 
taking pity on him. Wilbur is deeply, deeply disturbed. “I?ll have the special, side of bacon, 
and a coffee!” 


Wilbur realizes he’s gaping like a fish when Tommy orders, exact same tone as before, 
identical wording, everything fitting right into his short-term memory. Puffy looks at him 
expectantly, waiting for him to order. 


“Uh, nothing for me,” Wilbur splutters at last, and Puffy gives him a look of concern, as if 
she’s trying to figure out what exactly is going on inside his head. He doesn’t know, either. 


“Let me know if you change your mind,” Puffy grins, finally, and Wilbur realizes 
belatedly that everyone in this conversation right now is pretending like nothing’s wrong - 
Him, with Tuesday, and them, with him. 


“Wil, honestly, this job is fuckin’... itty bitty. Pointless. Small, 1f you will. We should be 
focusing on finding Dad, not this shit.” 


When Wilbur doesn’t answer, Tommy snaps his fingers in front of his face. “Hey, Wil? 
You in there?” 


“What?” 


“You sure you’re feeling okay?” Tommy’s face contorts into concern, into worry that he’s 
too young to have. Wilbur hates when his brother looks like this, hates seeing the evidence of 
his growing up too fast, hates seeing how he failed. 


“You don’t...” Wilbur blurts, before he can stop himself. “You don’t... remember? Any of 
this?” 


“Remember... what?” Tommy’s eyebrows are in his hairline. 


“This? Today?” Wilbur is grasping at straws. What the fuck is happening? “Like- Like it’s 
happened before?” 


“Wilbur,” Tommy tells him, matter-of-factly, “Either you are experiencing deja vu, or you 
have a brain tumour.” 


“I do not have a-” Wilbur cuts himself off. “No, not deja vu. I mean, like- it’s really 
happened before.” 


“Deja vu,” Tommy repeats, unconcerned. 


“Fucking- forget about deja vu!” Wilbur hisses, trying to keep his voice down, to combat 
his rising hysteria. “Does it feel like to you that we’re... living yesterday all over again?” 


“How is that not-” Tommy starts, for a third time, and Wilbur snaps. 


“Don t!” Wilbur cuts him off, definitely too loud. A few diner patrons look over at him 
questioningly. He lowers his voice again. “Just, don’t say-” 


“One coffee, cream and sugar,” Puffy interrupts, smiling, but Wilbur can see how it 
doesn’t reach her eyes. He’ll tip extra well, for stressing her out. “And some hot sauce, for 
the- fuck!” 


Wilbur sticks a hand out, staring Tommy in the eyes as he catches the bottle in his open 
palm. Tommy’s expression is unreadable. 


"Oh,” Puffy blinks once, twice, and then schools her body language into her customer 
service smile. “Thank you, sir. Sorry for the, um, language. Really sorry. I was startled.” 


“Don’t worry about it,” Wilbur tells her. “Bad case of the Tuesdays. It happens to us all.” 


It doesn’t come out quite as kind as he’s aiming, but Puffy gives him a genuine, relieved 
smile. “That it does.” 


As she walks away, Tommy keeps staring at him. Wilbur begins to fidget, the silence 
uncomfortable, and then- 


“Nice reflexes, Wil,” Tommy nods slowly. 


Wilbur drops his head to the table. 


“T don’t fuckin' understand, Wilbur,” Tommy exclaims, gesturing wildly. “You gotta 
understand that this sounds crazy. Shotgun Saturdays with Techno crazy.” 


“Look,” Wilbur spins on his heel, puts his hands on Tommy’s shoulders. “Today is 
Tuesday, but yesterday was Tuesday too.” 


“Yesterday was Monday, Wil.” 
“You don’t believe me.” 


“I do, I do!” Tommy insists, waving his hands, eyes wide. “I just... it’s hard to believe, 
man, even if I believe you.” 


The blonde woman collides with Tommy, muttering a "sorry" as she goes. 


“Maybe it was a spooky vision again? Do we know for sure they’re gone?” Tommy asks, 
gently, once the woman is gone. 


“Too vivid,” Wilbur dismisses. “Look, we were at the Mystery Spot, and then-” 
“Then?” Tommy prompts when Wilbur goes quiet. 


“Then I woke up,” Wilbur forces out, and he’s skirting around it, but he doesn’t want to 
say. Doesn’t think he can. 


“It's not gonna fit,” one of the movers say, leaning against the piano as they pass. 


“Nice observation, dumbass,” snipes the other mover, the shorter one, breathing hard. 
"You think I can't see that?" 


“Wait a minute! The Mystery Spot-” Wilbur realizes. “Do you think maybe it-” 
“Tt...?” Tommy prompts again. 

“Trust me on this one,” Wilbur requests, earnest. Tommy nods. 

“Always, Wil.” 


Tommy walks forward, strolling across the crosswalk, light indicating pedestrian crossing. 
Out of nowhere, a car skids into the lane, slams into Tommy, sending him up, over the hood 
and back down, crumpled on the pavement. 


Wilbur’s at his side before he realizes he moved. He turns Tommy over, pulls him into his 
arms, pats his ragged, bloody cheek, gentle but frantic. 


“Tommy, please,” Wilbur whispers to him. “Please, please, please.” 


Tommy’s pulse is weak, gravel embedded in open skin. He’s definitely got some broken 
ribs, and at least one of his legs is shattered, but Wilbur can- he’ Il- 


“Tommy,” he sobs. “Tommy, Tommy, my Tommy, wake up, please, open your eyes, 
Tommy-” 


The driver exits the car - it’s the old man Wilbur sees leaving the diner every time he 
walks in. 


“He’s not moving,” the driver stutters. 
Wilbur shoots him a glare, clutching Tommy closer. 


“Tommy,” he whispers as Tommy’s heartbeat fades. “My Tommy.” 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets pull some miles on it—” 
Wilbur jerks awake with a gasp, chest heaving as he shoots upright in the shitty motel bed. 


He barely hears the crooning of the radio over the pounding of his heart, but the sound of 
it has him reeling, eyes shooting over to the side, bracing for what he intrinsically knows he’s 
going to see— 


Tommy, on the opposite bed: tying his ratty trainers, mouthing Bruno Mars lyrics. He 
looks over, sees him awake, and beams. 


“Rise and shine, Wil!” 


Wilbur wilts and tries to breathe. 


At some point he makes it to the bathroom, feet glued in the doorway as he watches 
Tommy gargle toothpaste like a toddler. He cringes as it sloshes down his chin. Tommy 
catches his eye and grins. The muscles in Wilbur’s face are slack and unresponsive. 


“Found it!” 

Wilbur inhales. “Absolutely fucking not.” 

“Wil, seriously?” 

Exhales. “You’re not taking the gun. End of story.” 


Tommy holds his gaze, drops it. “Well, fine then.” Then, just to be a little bitch, “Let’s not 
stand around, man, I’m fucking starvin’.” 


Wilbur swallows hard. 


“Look, Wilbur, Wilbur!” Tommy tugs at his sleeve like a toddler, excited. “Tuesday! Pig 
N’ A Poke!” 


“Tommy, I need you to listen to me.” Wilbur makes a calm down gesture with his hands. 
Tommy looks at him strangely from across the booth. 


“You boys ready?” Puffy asks, tapping her pen against her notepad. 


Before Tommy can open his mouth, Wilbur starts talking. “He’ll take the special, side of 
bacon, coffee with cream and sugar. II] have nothing.” 


“You got it,” Puffy says, turning on her heel, a weird look on her face. Wilbur really is 
sorry he keeps weirding her out. She doesn’t deserve it. She’s just trying to do her job. 


“Thanks, Dad,” Tommy snorts, mocking. “I’m a big boy, Wil-” 
“Quit fucking around,” Wilbur snaps, and Tommy’s mouth shuts immediately. 


“Alright, Wil,” Tommy finally says, hands raising in a surrender sort of gesture. “Alright. 
I’m listening. What’s going on with you?” 


“Time loop,” Wilbur states, with complete surety. Tommy’s eyes bug out of his head, just 
about. 


“Like that old movie Dad liked? Groundhog Day?” 

“It’s from the nineties, not that old,” Wilbur says. 

“You’re from the nineties,” Tommy mutters, in a weak excuse for a comeback. 
“Astute observation,” Wilbur rolls his eyes. “Yes, exactly like Groundhog Day.” 
“Uuuuh-huh,” Tommy drawls. 


“You don’t believe me,” Wilbur laughs, bitterly, dropping his head into his hands, 
grabbing at his hair. ““Tommy-” 


“It’s,” Tommy says, voice high-pitched, stressed, “It just, sounds a little crazy, Wil, you 
have to understand- even for us-” 


“Shotgun Saturdays with Techno crazy?” Wilbur deadpans, looking Tommy in the wide, 
wide eyes. 


“How the fuck did you know I was going to-” 


“Because you said it before!” Wilbur hisses, grabbing one of Tommy’s hands in both of 
his, squeezing hard. “That’s my whole-” 


“Coffee, cream and sugar,” Puffy smiles, “and some hot sauce for the- fuck!” 


Wilbur catches the hot sauce bottle without even looking, handing it back to Puffy. “Don’t 
worry about the language, ma’am. Case of the Tuesdays.” 


“.. Thanks,” Puffy says, hurrying away. 


“Nice reflexes, Wil,” Tommy says, eyes still wide, staring at him like he’s grown a third 
head. 


“Not reflexes,” Wilbur shakes his head, a little violently. “I knew it was going to happen, 
Tommy.” 


Tommy shuts his eyes, finally, taking a long, exaggerated breath in. “Wilbur, I’m sure 
there’s some sort of explanation-” 


“Trust me for once!” Wilbur exclaims, high-pitched and a little too loud. The other diner 
patrons look over, concerned. “You owe me that much, man!” 


“Wil, you gotta calm-” Tommy’s head is on a swivel, eyes on the eyes that are on them. 


“Don t tell me to calm down!” It comes out as a plea. “I can’t calm down, Tommy, I can’t, 
because-” 


“Because?” Tommy prods gently, squeezing Wilbur’s hand back from where it’s holding 
his. 


“Because you die today, Tommy,” Wilbur whispers, and it’s broken, defeated, everything 
he's never wanted his baby brother to see him as. 


“Wil, Pm not dying,” Tommy soothes. “Not today. I’m young and beautiful, I have 
years-” 


“Twice now,” Wilbur can feel the sob rising in his throat. He’s not going to cry in a diner 
in front of Tommy. He’ll never cry, not in front of Tommy. “Twice I’ve watched you die. I 
can’t - I wont - do it again. I won t. Please, Tommy, believe me. Please.” 


“Don’t get me wrong, Wil,” Tommy tells him, full of the wonderful conviction Wilbur 
doesn’t know how he keeps, “I still think you’re insane. Bonkers. Batshit, if you will - But 
whatever’s going on, whatever this shit is, we’ll figure it out. Together, just like we always 
do, yeah?” 


“Yeah,” Wilbur breathes. “Yeah.” 


Tommy doesn’t even have a chance to flinch away from the pole he’s going to collide with 
because Wilbur grabs his coat and jerks him to the side, eyes staring straight ahead, lips set in 
a resolute line. 


They pass the teenagers shoving at the piano; Wilbur doesn’t slow, not even as the same 
blonde woman collides with Tommy’s shoulder. 


(“Sorry”) 


“And you think the fuckin’ mystery place has something to do with this?” Tommy asks for 
what feels like the millionth time. “You knows those are—” 


“Tourist traps,” Wilbur finishes. It takes everything in him to exhale heavily. “Maybe it’s 
the real deal. Magnetic- the magnetic fields, bending space time and shit.” He’s fumbling, 
and he can see it in Tommy’s face. “Look, I don’t know how else to explain it to you, 
Tommy!” 


Tommy blinks, raising his hands defensively, and Wilbur could throw up on the spot. 
“Okay! Fine. I believe you, man.” Wilbur exhales, relief washing over him like a cool balm. 
“How’s about we go when they close, yeah? Wait ‘till it’s empty, and then we’ll have the 
place to ourselves to look around.” Wilbur nods thoughtlessly. “If Dad was there, we’ll find 
him.” 


Wilbur jolts, the words finally registering. He stops in the middle of the sidewalk, whirling 
around and bringing the both of them to an abrupt halt. His heart is racing again, trying to 
outpace itself from the last times. 

“Oh no, no no— we can’t.” 


Tommy jumps back, blinking at him with wide eyes. “What?” 


Wilbur forces air back into his lungs, chest shuddering with the exhale. “We can’t- we 
can’t do that.” 


Tommy looks at him like he’s deranged. “What are you talking about? Why the fuck not?” 
(Wilbur feels like he just might be.) “Because— because you—” 
His throat clamps shut and he swallows, mouth impossibly dry. Tommy searches his face, 


lips parted in confusion. Wilbur locks eyes with him and tries to wordlessly communicate the 
panic turning his thoughts into a scrambled mess. 


“T what?” 


Tommy doesn’t seem to notice the way that Wilbur’s voice has crawled back down his 
throat to die. But he can’t stomach saying the words, breathing them out into the universe like 
that might earn himself more punishment from this never-ending, tortuous reality. Luckily, 
Tommy only takes another moment before it clicks. His features shutter into something sober. 


“Because I die there,” he guesses solemnly, voice deprived of any sort of tone. 
Wilbur nods, and it almost aches more to confirm it. “Blown away, actually.” 
To pieces, his mind supplies. Chest blasted, blood everywhere— 


Wilbur shudders, shutting that down before he can spiral into it. Tommy, eyes strangely 
contemplative, swallows, letting out a breathy laugh. 


“Huh.” 


Wilbur could laugh too: laughter more strung with pure hilarity than anything, but before 
he can, Tommy is nodding again, stepping back with looser shoulders. 


“Well, let’s go now, eh?” 


He takes three steps forward — right off of the curb — before Wilbur realizes with a striking 
horror what’s about to happen. 


He hears the wheels screech piercingly against the black road and barely manages to tug 
Tommy back by the shoulders before the Cadillac blows right through the red light. He thinks 
his heart is malfunctioning as the old man tosses a curse over his shoulder, but all he can 
focus on is Tommy: eyes wide and stunned but alive nonetheless. 


(Somehow, it does little to quell the mounting panic in Wilbur’s body.) 


Tommy turns around, eyes bright with disbelief. He’s laughing, but it drops right off his 
face the moment he catches a look at Wilbur’s rigid stature. Tommy’s lips part. 


“What did that- did he...?” 


Wilbur is almost angry as he nods jerkily. He tries to contain himself, to soothe the panic 
with reminders that Tommy wasn’t the one who’s spent the last few days in his own personal 
purgatory. It’s... difficult. 


“Yesterday,” he manages. 
Tommy’s eyebrows shoot up towards his hairline. “And?” 
“And what.” 


Tommy crooks a grin, chest puffing up. “Did it look cool?” He waves his hands. Wilbur 
blinks slowly, incomprehensibly. “Like the fuckin’ movies?” 


Something decays in Wilbur’s chest; the thin leash connected to his frustration snaps. 
“You peed yourself.” 


Tommy’s face falls, then twists into indignance. “Of course I fuckin’ peed myself.” Wilbur 
just stares at him. Tommy’s face flushes rose-petal red. “Man gets hit by a car and you think 
he has full control of his bladder? Fuck you.” 


Before Wilbur can attempt a reaction, Tommy crosses his arms and takes off down the 
road (not before double-checking the street for clear traffic before stepping out). 


Wilbur jolts like he’s gravitationally attached to him, and follows. 


“Boys,” Manifold begins, a wide smile stretching his face: perfect white teeth flashing. 
He’s wearing the same crocodile-paisley abomination of an outfit as he was the last time 
Wilbur saw him. “I really can’t tell you how much this means to me.” He spreads his arms, 
nearly hitting a nearby patron with his hand. He coughs and draws his arms in again. “We 
could really use the publicity, you know.” 


He’s smiling — all showman and shithole scum. Wilbur’s not. “How long have you owned 
the place, Mr. Manifold?” 


“You can call me, Jack, gentleman—” Irritation flares, but Jack continues before Wilbur 
can act on it. “Well, P11 have you know my family’s been guarding the secrets here for 
years—” 


“This property was on the verge of being foreclosed until six months ago,” Wilbur cuts in 
coldly. 


Manifold falters. At his side, Tommy jumps in with a nervous grin and a nudge at Wilbur. 


“Then you must know if anything strange has happened here, right Jack?” Tommy asks, 
perfectly charming and curious. 


Easy for Tommy to do, when his ears aren’t ringing with phantom gunshots every time 
Jack so much as opens his mouth. 


Jack brightens, smile sliding right back onto his face. “Strange? Strange happens here all 
the time, mate.” Wilbur clenches his fists. Jack drawls his next words, “It’s a mystery spot, 
ain’t it?” 


Tommy makes a strange sound in his throat, something like an aborted chuckle. For some 
reason, it makes Wilbur tense further. 


“What does that mean?” he manages, words clipped. 
“It’s where the laws of physics—” he spreads his hands “—have no meaning.” 
“How?” 


He can feel Tommy glancing at him but doesn’t attempt to soften the harsh glare carved 
onto his face. Jack must be even dumber than Wilbur took him for originally — which is a feat 
— because he only leans in close, like they’re telling secrets, and pastes that mystifying smile 
back on his lips. 


“Take the tour,” he whispers. 


Wilbur snaps. Tommy intervenes cleanly, casting a startled look over at Wilbur before 
thrusting something out towards Jack. When Wilbur glances down, anger mitigated by the 
distraction, he recognizes it as a hazy polaroid of Phil — much, much younger than now, with 
a green and white striped bucket hat pressed over his straw-blonde hair. 


“Did he take the tour?” Tommy asks. 


Jack’s eyebrows furrow, and the showman act seems to slip further. He glances between 
them and their open notebooks and their poised pens nervously. “Now, what kind of article 
did you, uh, say this was again?” 


“Just answer the question,” Wilbur bites. 


Jack’s features harden. “If this is some health-inspection bust, PI have you know that 
every inch of this place was scoured already—” 


“It’s not,” Tommy tries, and he sounds so much like he did the first Tuesday that Wilbur’s 
heart palpitates on the wrong beat. “Sir—” 


Manifold’s not buying it — this Wilbur knows quasi-immediately. His eyes are squinted, 
glancing between the two of them with obvious suspicion. It only stokes the building fury 
lodged somewhere in Wilbur’s ribs into a full-on bonfire. 


“There’s something weird going on here,” Wilbur seethes, nostrils flaring. Tommy’s eyes 
are burning into the side of his face now but he doesn’t care— Tommy couldn’t understand, 
anyway, and Wilbur will explain it to him after he punts this man into the sun- “And I’m 
going to figure it out or so help me—” 


“Wil,” Tommy hisses, prodding his rib with a sharp elbow. 
Jack shrivels, stepping back. “Okay! Okay, come on, can we just- give it a break, man.” 


The hard-ass act has fallen. Wilbur’s hasn’t — wasn’t an act. “This is a family establishment. 
Sure, some of the tricks are... just that, tricks. But it’s business. Keeps me fed. I live in here, 


for fuck’s sake.” Explains their last encounter, Wilbur notes dully. “I don’t know what you 
want from me.” 


It’s not enough, and to Wilbur, Jack’s fear is looking an awful lot like guilt. His hands, 
clenched into fists so tight that the blood has fled from his knuckles, shake at his side. Red 
threatens to tint his vision. 


Before it can, Tommy’s grabbing his arm, worry pulsating off of him as he drags him back 
towards the door. “Okayyy, Big Dubs. Let’s go get some air, yeah?” He casts an apologetic 
glance at Jack that Wilbur, frankly, doesn’t think he deserves. “Thanks for your time, Mr. 
Manifold! Good luck with your shithole— I mean business!” 


“Now, Wilbur, you know how much I hate being right-” 
“PII believe that the day you sprout wings and fuck off, you little shit,” Wilbur grumbles. 


“But,” Tommy continues, unperturbed, “That place is absolutely full of shit. Like, c’mon, 
man, do you seriously believe that weird bald guy and his duct-tape tourist trap have 
something to do with this?” 


“Yes, Tommy, I do,” Wilbur grits through his teeth, throwing an arm over Tommy’s 
shoulders, pulling him close, as if Wilbur can use his body as a shield against the mystical 
bullshit they’re unwillingly subject to. “If not, then what do you think it is, wise man?” 


“Fuck if I know,” Tommy shrugs lightly. At Wilbur's sharp look, he sighs. “Let me get this 
shit straight. Every day, I die?” 


“Yessir,” Wilbur nods. 

“And then you wake up on Tuesday morning?” Tommy asks. 
“Bingo.” 

“So what if I just... didn’t?” 


“Good luck with that one, chief,” Wilbur scoffs, grinding his knuckles into Tommy’s head, 
who squeaks, pushing away from Wilbur. 


“No, seriously, hear me out,” Tommy gestures widely, walking backwards for a moment to 
look at Wilbur. “If I make it to midnight, would that break the loop? God, this is weird.” 


“Maybe... it’s better than anything else we’ve got,” Wilbur concedes. It’s not a bad plan, 
just - making it happen will be the hard part. 


“Great, let’s do it!” Tommy grins. “Let’s go back to our room, order Chinese takeout, and 
hang out, and nothing bad should happen, since you already know what happens, right?” 


“Right,” Wilbur nods, shaky. 


“Onwards, to a brighter future!” Tommy crows, doing a little spin on the pavement. 
Wilbur cracks a smile. 


There’s a snapping sound, a warning cry, and a piano crashes into the concrete, right on 
top of Tommy. Wilbur rushes over, but he knows already there’s nothing to be done. He looks 
up, glaring at the movers with the power of a thousand suns. 


“Uh, sorry?” the taller guy says. 


Wilbur reaches for his pistol. He doesn’t reach it in time. 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it—” 
Wilbur jerks awake with a gasp, chest heaving as he jerks upright in the shitty motel bed. 


He only spares a singular, fleeting glance towards Tommy — opposite bed, ratty sneakers, 
“Rise and shine, Wil!” — before he slowly, so slowly, lays back down. 


“Don’t get me wrong, Wil,” Tommy tells him, and Wilbur waits for him to finish, has 
heard this shtick before, “I still think you’re insane. Bonkers. Batshit, if you will - But 
whatever’s going on, whatever this shit is, we’ll figure it out. Together, just like we always 
do, yeah?” 


“Yeah,” Wilbur nods. “Thanks.” 


“So, uh,” Tommy leans forward, bracing his forearms on the table in front of him, “Why 
are you in a time loop?” 


Wilbur throws his hands up. “If I fucking knew, Tommy, we wouldn’t be here, would 
we?” 


“No, no,” Tommy shakes his head. “Calm your tits, Wil. I mean, like, what’s behind it?” 
“Well, I thought it was the Mystery Spot. I’m not so sure anymore.” 


“That shit is, well, shit,” Tommy says, very helpfully. “It’s obviously not that. What do we 
do now, though, now that we ruled that out?” 


“We try to keep your dumbass breathing until tomorrow, I guess. It’s the only idea I’ve 
got.” 


“That can’t be so hard,” Tommy tells him, confidently. “C’mon, Wil, we both know I’m 
too pretty to die. We can do it.” 


“Tell that to the time loop,” Wilbur mutters, and Tommy squawks, offended. 


“Did you just call me ugly?” He demands, and Wilbur hides a snicker behind his hand. 
“Wil, Wil, you bastard, you-” 


“Quiet down,” Wilbur laughs in earnest, some of the weight lifted off his chest. “Shut up, 
man, people are looking-” 


“TII prove I can best a stupid time loop, watch this-” Tommy insists, before turning to 
Puffy, who’s waiting the table behind them. “Miss, could I get sausage instead of bacon?” 


“Of course,” Puffy smiles. 


“See?” Tommy asks, once she leaves, presumably to tell the kitchen staff. “It isn’t all set 
in stone! We can change shit up, and I can survive, yeah?” 


“Huh,” Wilbur says. 


“If I say I’m not gonna die, and you back me up,” Tommy grins, “then I’m not fuckin’ 
dying.” 


Puffy places Tommy’s food in front of him. He takes a bite out of the sausage, victorious - 
and promptly begins to choke. 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it—” 
Fuck. Wilbur is sick and fucking tired. 


“We can’t even get breakfast?” Tommy pouts, hair full of bubbly soap, peeking out from 
behind the shower curtain as Wilbur brushes his teeth, maybe too aggressively. 


“Nope,” Wilbur grits out, spitting in the sink. “You’ll thank me when it’s Wednesday.” 
“What does that even mean?” Tommy calls as Wilbur leaves the bathroom. 


He’s only just sat on the bed when Tommy yells, cut off by a thud, and then silence. 


“anything you want, just to put a smile on it—” 


Wilbur paces the room, checking the blinds spasmodically. He can feel Tommy’s eyes 
following him as he scarfs down curry — takeout, because Wilbur isn’t letting him leave. 


“Wilbur,” he begins carefully. 

“Not now,” Wilbur says over his shoulder without turning around. 
Midnight, he tells himself. Just gotta make it until midnight. 
“Wilbur—” 

“Tommy—” 

“Wil, seriously—” 

“What?” 


He turns around. Tommy is sat on the bed, takeout tucked in his lap as he eyes his spoon 
carefully. 


“Did the curry taste funny to you?” 


“you deserve it, baby, you deserve it all—”’ 


“Ey, Wil, you left your fuckin’ razor plugged in—” 


Wilbur’s heart leaps into his throat but before he can get a word out, there’s a pop, and a 
hiss, and a choked gurgling sound, and then the sound of something heavy hitting the floor. 


Wilbur goes very, very still. “... Tommy?” 


“—and I’m gonna give it to you!” 


Wilbur embeds the fire-axe into the wall and watches with vicious satisfaction as it 
splinters like it’s made of toothpicks. His chest is heaving as he rips it back out, kicking in the 
cheap plywood for good measure. 


Tommy’s gaze feels like twin coals burning into the back of his neck. He doesn’t care, 
shouldering the axe before taking out another section of the wall, revealing a shitty 
framework of circuitry and insulation. It’s not enough. He swings his axe again and again and 
again and— 


“It’s fine,” Tommy murmurs behind him, briefly breaking Wilbur out of his hysteria— 
because that’s what this is. He’s hysterical and he can’t find a fuck to give. “You’re gonna be 
okay. Everything’s fine.” 


Wilbur glances over his shoulder, face hard. Tommy is crouching next to Manifold, the 
silver pistol tucked in his lap — Manifold, who Wilbur had derived some sense of pleasure in 
duct-taping to a chair, with a long piece over his mouth for good measure. When he looks 
over, Tommy’s eyes shoot up to lock with his. Wilbur looks away, readjusting his grip on the 
axe and sending it crashing through another section of the wall. He can barely catch Tommy’s 
flinch in his peripheral. 


“Wilbur,” Tommy calls, and when Wilbur’s only response is to break down another wall — 
plywood splintering — he sounds like he stands up. “Wilbur, how about we let this guy go, 
yeah? I don’t know if—” 


“No!” Wilbur yells raggedly, wheeling around, eyes wild. 


He’s clutching the axe tightly, knuckles bloodless because of the ferocity of his grip. 
Tommy startles, clearly unsure how to handle the Wilbur in front of him: the one who’s on 
the edge, who will find time to apologize when he’s sure Tommy’s going to stop dying. 


“Something’s going on here,” Wilbur seethes, shaking. He’s not alone — the Manifold guy 
looks terrified, about two seconds away from pissing himself. “I intend to find out what.” 


Tommy winces. “Don’t you think you’ve done enough? This place is pretty torn up.” 


He’s scared, even if he’s hiding it and — fuck Wilbur’s scaring him. The worst part is that 
he doesn’t intend to stop. Tommy’s right — more of the Mystery Spot litters the floor than 
remains in the framework, but it’s not enough. It won’t be enough until Wednesday. He can 
apologize on Wednesday. 


“No!” he shouts again. It earns a flinch from Tommy, who subsequently straightens, eyes 
hardening. Wilbur can’t help but feel regretful of Tommy’s stubbornness at a time like this. 
“I’m taking it down to the studs.” 


Tommy laughs as he turns back around, but it’s not a humorous one. It’s breathy, and 
irritated, and shrill, and as Wilbur demolishes a painting — frame warping underneath the 
sharp axehead — he can hear Tommy take a few steps forward. 


“Wilbur, that’s enough.” 


Another wall — gone. Nothing there — that’s okay, Wilbur will turn this shithole into a 
sinkhole if he has to. He wrenches his axe out of a board and exhales, blood hot as he lifts his 
arms again. 


“Wil—” And that’s Tommy, right next to him, hands closing around the handle of the axe 
right under Wilbur’s before he can swing it down. When Wilbur looks down, Tommy’s face 
is stony with determination, and his eyes are blue steel. “Give me the axe.” 


“T can’t do that.” 


“Wil,” Tommy presses, thoroughly irritated now, and he yanks on it. Wilbur’s too caught 
up to realize until it almost slips out of his hands but he yanks it back, dragging Tommy 
forward. “Wil, stop. This is enough—” 


“It’s not,” Wilbur counters breathlessly, because how does Tommy not get it? Why can’t 
he see that this isn’t a fraction of the destruction that Wilbur is willing to cause to save him? 
Why can’t he just stop— 


“This is crazy!” Tommy yells, and it ignites a fire in Wilbur’s chest when he tries to take 
the axe again. 


Gritting his teeth hard, he grapples for it back, a shout on his lips that turns into a gasp 
when his fingers slip and the axe— 


Slides cleanly between Tommy’s ribs. 
Tommy gasps, shock filtering over his rapidly-paling face as blood sprays over the both of 
them — so much that it prompts a muffled scream from Manifold, who isn’t missed by the 


crimson splatter. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur cries, as the axe drops along with his brother. 


Wilbur catches him easily, but something ugly and horrifying is unfurling inside of his 
chest as he tries to staunch the bleeding. Something that knows where this leads, that 
recognizes the terror and pain written across Tommy’s ashy features as a death knell. 


This time, when the loop restarts, dragging him into a timeless abyss, Wilbur is grateful. 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it-”’ 


“Can’t sit at the bar if you don’t order anything, Schlatt,” the waitress - Puffy - says, hands 
on her hips, eyebrows furrowed. “You know the rules.” 


“Yeah, yeah,” Schlatt grumbles, dropping his head down. 
Wilbur’s seen it dozens of times. He could quote the exchange in his sleep. 


“Look, Wilbur, Wilbur!” Tommy tugs at his sleeve as they sit down. “Tuesday! Pig N’ A 
Poke!” 


Wilbur doesn’t respond - instead, he pulls out some rusted car keys that definitely aren’t 
his, placing them on the table. 


“What.” Tommy says, flatly. 


“The old man, who walked out when we walked in,” Wilbur explains, aware that he’s 
being standoffish and not caring in the slightest. “Trust me, man, you do not want him 
driving.” 


“Ooo-kay,” Tommy is staring at him like he’s sprouted a third eye, but Wilbur is used to 
this, and entirely unbothered. 


“You boys ready?” Puffy asks, and Wilbur’s head snaps up. 


“PII have the special, side of bacon, and a coffee,” Tommy smiles, warm, as if he’s trying 
to balance out Wilbur’s cold stare. 


“What I'd like,” Wilbur deadpans, staring Puffy in the eyes, “is for you to log some more 
hours at the archery range. You’re a terrible shot.” 


Puffy looks taken aback. “How did you-” 


“Lucky guess,” Wilbur drawls, and Tommy smacks him on the arm for being rude. 


“So you think you’re what?” Tommy asks, incredulous, pork falling off his fork as he sits 
there, frozen. 


“I don’t think, I know,” Wilbur glares. “A time loop, Tommy. Keep up.” 
“Like that movie Dad-” 


“Yes, like Groundhog Day,” Wilbur interrupts. ““Doesn’t matter. There’s no way to stop 
it.” 


“You’re pissy,” Tommy notes. 


“Yeah, Tommy, I am,” Wilbur snaps, angry. “Because this is my hundredth fucking 
Tuesday in a row, and it never fucking ends. So yeah, I’m pissy." He exhales. "Hot sauce.” 


“Hot sauce?” Tommy’s eyebrows shoot up. 


“One coffee, cream and sugar,” Puffy interrupts, smiling, just like she always does. He’ll 
tip extra well, for stressing her out. “And some hot sauce, for the- fuck!” 


Wilbur doesn’t waste any time, catching the hot sauce in his open palm, sliding it across 
the table to Tommy. 


“Nice reflexes,” Tommy tells him. 


“Not reflexes,” Wilbur counters. “I knew it was going to happen. I know everything that’s 
going to happen.” 


“You don’t know everything,’ Tommy snorts. “C’mon, Wil, stop fucking with me.” 
“I do know everything,” Wilbur insists. 

“Nice guess,” Tommy and Wilbur say, in unison. 

Tommy narrows his eyes. 

“Tt wasn’t a guess,” Wilbur deadpans. 


“Yeah, and you’re a mind reader. Knock it off, Wil,” they say in unison again. Tommy’s 
mouth twists, and they both lean forward at the same time. 


“You think you’re being funny, but you’re being really, really childish,” they say, and it’s 
quick, but Wilbur keeps up with no effort at all. “Wilbur Soot wears makeup. Wilbur Soot 
cries when he talks to girls. Wilbur Soot keeps a ruler by the bed and every morning when he 
wakes up he--" 


"Okay, alright, enough!” Tommy breaks. 


“That’s not all,” Wilbur murmurs, unbothered. “The cashier? Skimming from the register. 
The judge over there? He puts on a furry bunny suit at night.” 


A cup shatters from across the diner. 


“Over there?” Wilbur points at the bar. “That’s Schlatt. He’s gonna rob the mechanic on 
the way home.” 


“What fuckin’ point are you trying to make?” Tommy demands. 


“My point is that I’ve lived through every possible Tuesday. I’ve watched you die in every 
possible way. I have torn up the Mystery Spot, set it on fire, tried everything I could think of 
to save your life, and I can t. No matter what I do, you die, and I wake up on fucking Tuesday 
again!” 


Tommy stares at him, with something that is inarguably, utterly horror. It turns Wilbur’s 
stomach over and over again. 


“Dog,” Wilbur says, and Tommy swerves to avoid tripping over it. 


“Look, Wil, there’s gotta be a way outta this,” Tommy says, nervousness lacing his voice, 
and Wilbur hates that he’s made his little brother nervous, for any reason, just like- 


“Where are my dang keys?” Wilbur murmurs to Tommy instead, and the old man from the 
diner swears. 


“Where are my dang keys?” the old man demands, and Tommy stares at him, then Wilbur, 
then him again, then back to Wilbur. 


“Sorry,” Wilbur says, and then the blonde woman accidentally shoulder-checks Tommy, 
muttering sorry as she does. Tommy’s gaping like a goldfish, before he seems to realize 
something. 


“Wil,” he asks, “Every time we’ve gone down this street, did I ever do this?” 


“Do what?” Wilbur asks, and then his heart skips a beat as Tommy disappears from his 
side, chasing after the woman. 
“Ma’am!” he calls. “Hey, ma’am!” 
Wilbur can’t tell what they’re saying, but he’s incredibly on edge until Tommy comes 


jogging back to him, a flyer - no, a missing persons poster - from the woman’s pile clutched 
in his hands. 


“Based off your stupid face, I’m gonna go with no,” Tommy snorts. “Really, Wil? A 
hundred Tuesdays, and you never asked that woman what she was holding?” 


Wilbur’s not paying attention to Tommy, instead scanning the words on the poster. “Last 
known location, Mystery Spot? Do you think-” 


Tommy nods, uncharacteristically serious. “Maybe Dad was following it. Maybe he got 
wrapped up in all this, too.” 


When the woman walks down the street again, Wilbur jogs up to her, asks her some 
questions about her father, the missing persons. When he turns, Tommy is reaching for the 
dog tied to the pole. 


“Who’s a good boy!” he coos, and Wilbur feels like he’s running in slow motion trying to 
get there. “You want a good scratch? C'me-” 


Tommy screams. Wilbur wants to. 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it-” 


“So, his name is Victor Starr,” Wilbur cites as Tommy digs into his breakfast, “and the 
police report says he’s a professor, but that’s not all.” 


“The plot thickens,” Tommy says, muffled through his full mouth as he chews. 


“Shut your mouth, that’s gross,” Wilbur scolds. “He’s also a journalist, apparently, 
according to his daughter, who I talked to. He’s got a website, writes about spooky tourist 
traps, UFO crash sites, the works. He debunks them - he’s already put four out of business, 
see?” 


Wilbur turns the laptop displaying the webpage towards Tommy, who swallows his food 
and then snorts. 


“Victor Starr, truth warrior? What a dick,” Tommy rolls his eyes. 

“Tell me about it,” Wilbur agrees. “Everything he’s ever written is, like - He’s so full of 
himself it physically hurts to see. Like a thirteen year old boy who just got on the varsity 
soccer team.” 

“When'd you have so much time to look this shit up?” Tommy asks. 

Wilbur levels him with a look. 


“Right,” Tommy decides, before beginning to giggle as Wilbur packs up his things. 


“What?” Wilbur asks, amused. 


“Just - this guy dedicates his life to debunking shitty tourist traps, and then he vanishes 
into one. It’s sorta - poetic justice. Karma, if you will.” Tommy laughs. 


“Yeah, I guess so-” Wilbur’s eyes land on a plate a few booths down. 
The pancakes are half-eaten, as always, but the syrup is- 
“What is it?” Tommy asks, seeming to follow his line of sight. 


“That guy,” Wilbur motions vaguely in the leaving man’s direction, “has maple syrup 
every Tuesdays for a hundred Tuesdays, and then suddenly, he chooses strawberry?” 


“Who cares?” Tommy shrugs. “Maybe he wanted to change things up a bit. C’mon, Wil, I 
think these Tuesdays are getting to you. Let’s head to the Mystery Spot, and-" 


“No,” Wilbur puts out an arm, blocking Tommy from leaving. “No, no, no. Nothing ever 
changes in this diner. Nothing. Nothing except for me.” 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it-” 


Wilbur’s eyes snap open, and then narrow. What the hell was that? 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it-” 


Tommy ties his ratty trainers, and Wilbur watches, analytical, already running the numbers. 


“Jump in the cadillac, girl lets put some miles on it-”’ 


The man is using maple syrup. Wilbur won’t take his eyes off him. 
“You look like a creep,” Tommy informs him. 


“Eat your breakfast,” Wilbur says. 


“Jump in the cadillac-”’ 


The man exits the diner, pink syrup left on his plate. Wilbur stands up abruptly, duffel bag 
on his shoulder, and follows him. 


“A little warning?” Tommy asks, leaving his food and a wad of cash on the table, jogging 
to catch up to Wilbur. “What’s the bag for? Wil, what are you-” 


Wilbur doesn’t answer, hurrying down the street instead, shoving the man against a wall 
with his forearm. The man’s eyes widen - they’re too green. Wilbur pulls the wooden stake 
from the bag. 


“Dude, what-” the man says, nervous, eyes darting back and forth. 


“I know who you are,” Wilbur snarls, nothing short of venomous. “Or, should I say 
what?” 


“Please don’t kill me." The man is sweating, squirming. “Ill give you whatever-” 
“Wil,” Tommy says, scared. 


“Tt took me a long fucking while, but I finally figured it out,” Wilbur spits. The man tries 
to squirm away, but Wilbur pins him harder. “It was your MO that gave you away, yeah?” 


“What the hell?” the man asks, sounding terrified. 


“Your kind just /oves going after assholes and feasting on desserts to celebrate, don’t 
they?” Wilbur demands. 


“Dude, we can talk about this,” the man insists. “Put down the stake, and we can-” 
“Wil,” Tommy chimes in, “Not that I don’t trust you, or anything, but maybe you should-” 


“No!” Wilbur roars. “There’s only one fucking creature powerful enough to do this - to 
make reality out of nothing. You’d have to practically be a god." He grins, humorless. "You’d 
have to be a Trickster.” 


“Please,” the man borderline-cries. “I’ve got kids at home, two of ‘em, and a wife. My 
name is Ed Coleman, I-” 


“Don t lie to me,” Wilbur hisses. “We’ve killed your kind before.” 

There's a beat, and then the man smiles, face melting into an all-too-familiar one. 
“No,” Dream tells him, with a too-wide smile. “No, you didn’t.” 

“Why are you doing this?” Wilbur demands. 


Dream only laughs. “You’re kidding. C’mon now, Wilbur. Why wouldn t I do this? You 
got me pretty good last time. This is only fair.” 


“And what about Starr?” Tommy cuts in, voice shaking ever-so-slightly. 


“What about him?” Dream shrugs. “He didn’t believe in 'Mystery Spots', so I made him 
one of his own! I suppose you also plan to ask about-” 


“What about Phil?” Tommy asks, more vehemently. 


“Oh, Tommy,” Dream coos. “Did you really think your father was hanging around some 
tourist-trap small town? That was all to get you guys to show up, and I just couldn't resist.” 


“So this is all for fun? Killing Tommy over and over again?” Wilbur snarls, pressing 
closer to Dream, pressing him further into the bricks. 


“Why else?” Dream laughs, right in Wilbur’s face, who’s close enough to feel his faux- 
breath, a miasma of smells that make Wilbur want to cough. “Come on now, Wil. This isn’t 
about killing Tommy, it’s about breaking you. It’s a real treat to watch you break down, you 
know.” 


“You heartless motherfucker,” Wilbur tells him, foul and angry. Dream recoils, just 
slightly. 


“Woah, woah!” he says. “It’s not my fault you can’t take a joke! Fine, you’re out. You’ll 
wake up tomorrow, and it’ll be Wednesday, alright?” 


“Liar,” Wilbur growls. 


“Scout’s honour,” Dream smiles. “And look, if I am lying, you know where to find me, 
don’t you?” 


He hesitates, then, “I’d rather just kill you here." 
Wilbur raises the stake. 


“Sorry, Wil. Can’t have that, can we?” Dream’s eyes flash white, smile widening 
impossibly further, and he snaps his fingers. 


Wilbur’s world swirls away. 


“-But I know that it's fine ‘cause this is all that I need-” 


Wilbur opens his eyes, breath hitching as the crooning of the radio sucks the drowsiness 
right out of him. 


Wait. 


He snaps upright, wonder flooding him down to his toes as he scrambles to catch a 
glimpse of the radio, which reads, beautifully, gloriously: WED 10:02 AM. Wilbur laughs, 
then snaps his head up when he sees Tommy in the doorway of the bathroom, leaning and 
hanging out the doorway with a toothbrush in his mouth. 


“You gonna sleep all day?” Tommy calls through a mouthful of toothpaste. 
Wilbur is too choked up to get out more than a breathy, “No Bruno Mars?” 


Tommy spits his toothpaste into the sink. When he looks back at him, his face is twisted 
into disgust. “Nah, he’s a bit shit, in’he?” 


This time, Wilbur laughs for real, throwing his head back and fumbling to shove his 
glasses onto his face. “Tommy, I can’t agree with you more.” 


“Oh, yeah?” Tommy laughs. He snorts, watching him curiously as he about tumbles out of 


the bed to get on his feet. “You’re awfully peppy, today, Wil.” 


Wilbur throws the fallen blankets off of him with a flourish, staggering onto his feet. “It’s 
Wednesday!” 


Tommy raises an eyebrow, nodding sagely. “Yes, that’s usually the day that comes after 
Tuesday.” He glances at him again. “You want to turn the radio off now?” 


Wilbur looks at him. “This isn’t the most beautiful song you’ve ever heard?” 
Tommy blinks back at him. “Uh, I mean it's-— are you feeling okay? 
No. Yes. He sighs. “I just... really hate Tuesdays.” 


Tommy looks at him uncomprehendingly before his lips start to quirk up. “You had a lot 
of Tuesdays or something?” 


Wilbur scoffs shakily, scrubbing a hand through his hair. “You have no idea.” Then, before 
Tommy can turn away, “Wait. What do you remember?” 


Tommy’s eyebrows furrow. “From yesterday?” Wilbur nods, maybe too quickly. Tommy 
watches him cautiously, but he thinks about it. “Uh... well, you were being pretty fuckin’ 
weird and then we ran into the trickster.” His face sours. “Dream was spouting some bullshit. 
And uh... that’s about it.” 


Wilbur yanks his duffel bag off of the floor and sets it on the bed. “Pack your stuff,” he 
calls over his shoulder as he grabs the first sweater his hands find. ““We’re leaving. Right 
now.” 


Tommy squints at him. “No breakfast?” 
Wilbur’s grin is sharp. “No breakfast.” 


Tommy sends him one last, lingering look before retreating over to his bed to start 
packing. 


They pack up quick — even for them. Wilbur is unloading his pistol when he sends Tommy 
out to the car with his duffel bag, tapping his fingers anxiously against the cold metal before 
shoving it into the bag on top of his laptop. Forget Phil — forget everything. Wilbur’s not 
going to be able to breathe properly until they leave this godforsaken town. 


He’s halfway to the door when the shots ring out: two of them, two pops, in quick 
succession. 


Somehow, call it divine knowledge or brotherly instinct, he knows what it means. 
Wilbur drops everything — the bag, his keys, his pounding heart — and runs. 


The first thought that crosses somewhat-lucidly through his head is, J shouldn t have let 
Dream go. 


Then, he sees his baby brother crumpled on the cracked concrete in front of his car, blood 
drenching his chest. Wilbur’s veins turn to ice. It’s all he can do not to collapse right there. 
Instead, he drags himself over, limbs nearly unresponsive beneath him as he drops to his 
knees. 


“No,” he whispers, easing Tommy onto his back and into his arms. Bile climbs up his 
throat as he pushes his hands against a bloody chest for the thousandth time. “Hey, come on, 
come on. Not today. Tommy—” Wilbur’s heart is fracturing, splitting apart. He can’t do this. 
Not again. Not like this. “Not today. This isn’t—” A strangled breath that breaks into a sob. 
Tommy’s eyes are closed as his head drops onto Wilbur’s shoulder. Wilbur holds him tighter 
and shatters impossibly more. “This isn’t supposed to happen today.” 


“It’s Wednesday,” he tries one last time, fingers digging into Tommy’s sweatshirt as he 
tries to breathe through the black hole expanding in his ribcage. “Please, Tommy. Please.” 


The silence is worse than anything he’s ever felt. Chest carved out, he leans down, presses 
a kiss into Tommy’s damp hairline, and just holds him, hunched over like a man at an altar. 


He’s shaking as he squeezes his eyes shut, feels Tommy grow cold against him, and waits for 
the loop to pull him out of the endless sea of grief he is drowning in and— 


And waits. And waits. 
But when Wilbur opens his eyes, Tommy hasn’t moved. 
Beneath his bloodied palms, Wilbur’s world stops. 


For once, time doesn’t. 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


Wilbur keeps his eyes on the dark road ahead. His jaw is clenched as he keeps one firm, 


white-knuckled hand on the steering wheel, windshield wipers working overtime against the 
storm. 


His phone beeps, and his own voicemail plays as someone presumably leaves a message. 
He knows who it is. He doesn’t plan to pick up - doesn’t have the energy anymore. Living 


reminds him of Tommy. It a// reminds him of Tommy. 


“Hey, Wilbur,” Techno’s monotone drawls, tinny through the phone microphone. “Good 
Job with that demon gig in Death Valley, from what I’m hearin’. It's, uh, been a while since 
we last talked. Call sometime. I miss your voice, nerd. I’m around whenever. I’ll always pick 
up for you, you know that. ” 


Wilbur blinks away the heat in his eyes. When is it supposed to get easier? 


Wilbur loads a gun from the trunk of his car. It’s rhythmic, easy, familiar. It’s a good 
weight, comfortable grip, would have been good to teach Tommy how to shoot with. It’s a 
damn shame, he thinks, that he never got the chance. 


Wilbur opens the motel room door with one bloody hand, the other pressed to his side. He 
doesn’t wait a moment before stripping his shirt off, inspecting the wound for real. It’s bad, 
bad enough that Tommy would have been fussing over him if he were still around. 


He’s not, and nothing feels like much of anything these days, so Wilbur doesn’t flinch 
when he messily pours hydrogen peroxide over the wound. He gropes for the tweezers in his 
first-aid kit, thrown together at this point, unorganized, and jabs them into the broken skin, 
rooting around until he finds the shell. 


The bullet clinks on the motel’s wooden floors as Wilbur threads the needle with surgical 
string. Old him would have felt this pain but the pain is now null, nagging in the back of his 
mind but no further. He knows he’! never feel pain like that day again. Never. 


His phone goes off, some days later, as he’s eating shitty food in some room halfway 
across the country. He continues cleaning the shotgun he’s holding, inspecting his wall of 
pinned-up articles and printed photos for the millionth time, with no gain. There won’t be 
any, he knows this deep down. 


When his own voice finishes playing back at him, Techno’s cuts through the dial tones. 


“Wil, please, pick up the phone. I’m... worried about you. You know I dont say that 
lightly. Just... a two minute conversation. Tell me you’re not holed up somewhere, lookin’ for- 
obsessin’ over that bastard trickster. I'll - hell, at this point, I'll help you find it. Nobody 
should be doin’ this alone. Not even you. Call me. ” 


Wilbur laughs mirthlessly into the empty room. “Oh, Technoblade,” he says to nobody at 
all, “I do deserve this. I good as killed him, didn’t I?” 


Wilbur’s phone beeps when he’s driving alone at night, the only way he does nowadays. 


“Wilbur, pick up the phone. I found him.’ 


Wilbur nearly crashes the car when he reaches for his phone, finally picking up the call. 


“Thank god,” Techno says, the moment Wilbur walks through the door. “You’re alive.” 


Wilbur doesn’t return the tight hug Techno gives him - he doesn’t deserve it, even if 
Techno and his hugs are few and far between normally, were even rare before all of this. He 
doesn’t deserve the comfort. 


Instead, he gets down to business. 


“What’s it gonna cost?” Wilbur asks, flat. Techno gives him a look. Wilbur notes that his 
roots have grown out, brown mashing unsteadily with pastel pink at his scalp. Wilbur realizes 
he’s been just as broken over losing Tommy, hasn’t had the energy for upkeep. What would 
he do, Wilbur wonders, if he knew it was Wilbur’s fault? 


“You’re pessimistic,” Techno snorts, reading glasses low on his nose as he flicks through 
the pages of a thick tome, looking through dog-eared passages to find the right one. 


“Realistic,” Wilbur corrects. “Things like this always come at a steep price, don’t they?” 


“Fair, I suppose,” Techno shrugs. “You really okay to be doin’ this? You don’t want to rest 
a night?” 


“Ready as I’ll ever be, Techno,” Wilbur rolls his shoulders back, stretching his arms above 
his head, tugging at his most recent messily-done stitches. “Let’s get this over with, yeah?” 


“Okay, so,” Techno reads, “we’re in the last place he worked his magic.” 
“Don’t I know it,” Wilbur says, mirthless and dry. “Didn’t ever want to come back.” 


The Mystery Spot looms threateningly, likely bankrupted, shut down all the same. Wilbur 
has dozen of memories of tearing this place to shit. It’s uncanny to see it standing, mostly 
unharmed. 


“I found a ritual to bring the trickster here,” Techno says, “But there's a catch.” 

“What do we need?” 

“Blood.” 

“That should be no problem for you, right?” 

“Har-har,” Techno gives Wilbur a flat glare over his glasses. “We need a lot of blood.” 
“How much, Techno? Stop avoiding it.” 


“Like you’ve been avoidin’ me?” Techno mutters, almost to himself. “Wil, we need near a 
gallon. Fresh. And it’s now or never - this opportunity only comes once every fifty years.” 


“Meaning we have to bleed someone dry,” Wilbur finishes, choosing to ignore Techno’s 
first comment. “Well, if I must.” 


When Wilbur walks to the door, brandishing a hunting knife, Techno doesn’t follow. 
“You coming?” Wilbur asks airily. 


“You’re breakin’ my heart, Wil,” Techno murmurs. “I’m not lettin’ you kill an innocent 
person.” 


“Then why bring me here?” Wilbur raises an eyebrow, voice cold. 
He’s aware of the effect it has on Techno, the way it crushes him further. He relishes in it. 


“I don’t know, Wilbur - I thought you’d see some sense! It’s the only way you’d answer 
me! I thought you’d snap out of it! Choose one of those, try it on for size, see how it fits,” 
Techno snaps, eyes filled with thinly-veiled hurt. 


“I can’t back down, Techno,” Wilbur sighs, pushing a hand through his hair. 
“Why not?” 


“Because I killed him!” Wilbur finally breaks, bright and flashy in the way he - and 
everyone around him - always sort of knew he would. “I should’ve taught him to shoot, 
taught him to defend himself, armed him with something, and I didn’t. I knew how dangerous 
our job is, and I didn t. It was my job to protect him, Techno, and I fucking failed! I have to 
do this. I have to bring him back. I owe him that much, even if it’s me who has to bleed for it. 
Dax 


Just like that, the fireworks show ends. Wilbur slumps. Techno wraps him in his arms 
again, and Wilbur hooks his chin over Techno’s shoulder, letting himself be held, letting 
Techno pet his hair, letting himself receive comfort he knows he doesn’t deserve or need. 


But he wants it. Isn’t that enough? 


“Kill me, then,” Techno rumbles, and Wilbur can feel it in his chest as he speaks, and he 
suddenly understands the appeal, why Tommy hung all over Techno whenever they saw him. 
The words set in, and Wilbur shoves Techno back. 


“What?” he demands. “Techno- what?” 


“Better me than a civilian,” Techno holds firm, doesn’t back down, strong in a way Wilbur 
knows he never will be. It’s no wonder Phil had always liked Techno better. “You two are the 
closest I’d ever had to family. You’re like... I don’t even know, Wil. Just kill me.” 


“Tm not killing you,” Wilbur swears. Techno grabs his wrist, puts the blade of Wilbur’s 
knife against the vein of his arm. 


“Let me do this for you,” Techno insists, staring Wilbur in the eyes, flooded with 
conviction. “I owe it to you and him, to give him this last chance. He’s better than I could 
ever be. He deserves it, and if I’m the price, then I’m the price. Let me do this for you, 
Wilbur.” 


“Okay,” Wilbur finally breathes. His gut says something about this isn’t right, not at all. 
Techno faces away from him, kneels down, pulls his hair away from his neck. 


“Make it quick,” Techno murmurs, and Wilbur can almost hear the shake in his voice. 
He’s not sure it’s there at all. 


“Okay,” Wilbur says again, this time sure something is wrong. 
He doesn’t know what, but it’s something. It has to be- 
Oh. 


Wilbur slowly puts the knife down, doesn’t make a noise. He pulls the stake from his 
duffel bag, raises it, aims for the chest, and- 


“You’re not Techno,” Wilbur snarls as he shoves the stake through “Techno’s’ chest. He’s 
hoping he’s right - betting, borderline praying - that he’s right. Please be right. 


Techno’s corpse spurts blood, horrible choking sounds coming from his mouth. After a 
few moments, Techno falls to the floor, crumples, bleeding. Wilbur knows immediately that 
he was wrong. 


“Techno,” he says, dropping to his knees, pulling Techno’s head into his lap. His unseeing 
eyes are wide, surprised, and his entire jaw is covered in blood from his mouth. It’s 
gruesome. Wilbur doesn’t care, doesn’t pay it any attention as he presses his forehead to 
Techno’s. “Techno. Technoblade. Please, Techno. Techno.” 


“Bingo,” Dream’s voice echoes through the room. Techno’s body flickers, then 
disappears. “Good job, Wilbur! You were right! I was screwing with you. Very smart.” 


Wilbur stands, shaky, stake in hand. He was right, but it doesn’t erase what he just did. 


“Whoever said Tommy was the one with anger issues has never seen you with a sharp 
object,” Dream whistles, pacing closer, staying just out of reach. “Some original Friday the 
13th action.” 


“Bring him back,” Wilbur demands, shaky and feeble, even to himself. 


“Who, Tommy? He’s long gone, Wil, even you have to know that by now. Didn’t you get 
my flowers?” 


“Please,” Wilbur is begging now, voice breaking, and he doesn’t even care. “We won’t 
come after you, not ever. Just- send us back to that Tuesday, or Wednesday, no loop, and 
leave us be. We’ll leave you be. Please.” 


“Swear it,” Dream says, oddly serious. 

“I swear,” Wilbur promises, clasping his hands together in a promise-turned-prayer. 
“Mmm, I don’t know,” Dream tsks. “Even if I theoretically could-” 

“You can.” Wilbur says, immediately. 

“I can, you’re right. Doesn’t mean I should.” 


Wilbur’s heart shatters. 


“No, don’t look at me like that, come on,” Dream hurries. “There’s a lesson I’ve been 
trying to teach you, Wilbur. This whole time, it’s a lesson.” 


“What lesson?” Wilbur asks, mournfully. 


“This unhealthy obsession with protecting Tommy, with saving him? It’s not good for you 
or him. You’ll keep trying to die for each other, and your enemies are starting to realize that. 
He’s your weakness, and there’s no shame in that, but Wilbur, you gotta learn to let him go.” 


“T can’t,” Wilbur confesses. He feels odd - he’s crouched at Dream’s feet like he’s praying 
to a statue of Jesus on a cross. He hasn’t been to church since he was eight, probably. He 
barely remembers what it was like. This must be close. “He’s my baby brother.” 


“I know that,” Dream nudges Wilbur’s leg with his foot, to make him look up. “And this 
is what it’s like to be without him. You’re gonna have to live with that.” 


“Please.” It rips out of Wilbur like a sob. 
He can see exactly when Dream cracks. 


“It’s like talking to a wall,” he mutters to himself. “This is- I can’t stand this anymore. 
Fine. Have him back. Do right by him this time, and think about what I said - and if you ever 
come after me again, I’Il send you right back here, got me?” 


“Yes,” Wilbur nods, frantic. “Of course.” 


“Good,” Dream looks away, picking at his fingernails. “This stopped being fun months 
ago, anyway.” 


“What does that mean?” 


He looks up, eyes white. “That’s for me to know and you to, well, not know. See you 
around, but hopefully not." Dream grins once more, and snaps his fingers. 


Wilbur’s vision contorts in all the wrong ways. 


“-But I know that it's fine ‘cause this is all that I need-” 


Wilbur opens his eyes, breath hitching as the crooning of the radio draws him out of a 
drowsy abyss that he’d almost rather drown in. 


He tries not to give in to the swelling hope as he slowly sits him up, limbs aching 
phantomly. He manages not to, eyes flickering first over to the radio, to the tentative WED 
10:02 AM and not to where he knows Tommy should be, unless— 


Wilbur exhales, squeezing his eyes and waiting, waiting— 
“You gonna sleep all day?” Tommy calls. 


Warmth surges through Wilbur’s veins, enough to make him dizzy. He turns, and there’s 
Tommy- there’s his baby brother, half hanging out the doorway with a toothbrush between 
his lips, watching him curiously. Wilbur can’t fathom what expression has taken over his 
features, but Tommy gestures to the radio. 


“You wanna turn that thing off?” 


Wilbur blinks at him, and he’s shocked when he realizes he’s crying, tears slipping silently 
down his cheeks. 


“It’s Wednesday,” he whispers, voice wet, choked with so much emotion that he’s almost 
surprised Tommy hears him. 


Tommy nods sagely, but he seems worried. “Yes, that’s usually the day that comes after 
Tuesday.” 


He turns away, spitting his toothpaste into the sink, and Wilbur feels like a corpse 
reanimated as he crosses the room: hardly aware of anything until he’s throwing his arms 
around Tommy and pulling him into his chest. 


Tommy stiffens in surprise, and Wilbur closes his eyes, pressing his face into the top of 
Tommy’s head. He knows Tommy can feel him shaking, but he doesn’t say anything for a 
moment, letting Wilbur take the time to sync his heartbeat to Tommy’s and teach himself how 
to feel again. 


Six months. It's been six months without this, without him. 


“You had a lot of Tuesdays or something?” Tommy eventually murmurs into Wilbur’s 
shoulder. 


And Wilbur laughs and it’s teary and hoarse and it makes him want to cry more. 
“Something like that.” Tommy nods, relaxing against him, and that’s when Wilbur forces 
himself to pull away. “Wait.” Tommy’s eyes are wide and concerned as Wilbur appraises him. 
“What do you remember?” 


Tommy blinks, contemplatively, then, “Uh... well, you were being pretty fuckin’ weird 
and then we ran into the trickster.” His face sours. “Dream was spouting some bullshit. And 
uh... that’s about it.” 


Wilbur nods, and for once his lungs don’t protest his next breath. “Let’s go.” 
Tommy frowns, but he’s more amused than anything. “What, no breakfast?” 
Wilbur shakes his head, managing a small smile. “No breakfast.” 


He knows Tommy doesn’t quite understand what’s happening, but he only considers him 
for a second before smiling back. It makes Wilbur feel like he’s watching a sunrise. He could 
watch it forever. 


“PII pack the car,” Tommy volunteers, and Wilbur doesn’t let him finish turning, hand 
shooting out to close around his arm and stop him in place. 


“You’re not going alone.” 
“It’s the parking lot” 


“I don’t care.” When Tommy just eyes him incredulously, Wilbur exhales. “Just... trust 
me on this, Tommy.” 


And because he’s Tommy, Wilbur’s little brother, he relents. “Fine. Weirdo.” He skirts 
around Wilbur to grab his toothpaste from the bathroom. “You’re being awfully clingy, 
y’ know.” 


“Shut up,” he breathes, zero heat to it. “Just... get to work.” 
“Oi, Pm not a fuckin’ pack mule—” 
Wilbur casts him a smirk. “You sure about that?” 


Naturally, Tommy launches into an obscene rant. Wilbur can’t bring himself to do 
anything but smile through it as he moves around the motel room to shove everything into 
their bags. 


It’s not until they’re ready to be out the door does Tommy finally drop the faux 
indignance, and that’s because Wilbur is handing him the silver pistol. Tommy blinks at him 
before accepting it, tucking it carefully into his waistband with the precise care and caution 
that he grew up learning. 


“Are you sure you’re feeling alright, Wil?” Tommy asks, eyes twin pools of concern. “I 
didn’t even have to fight you for this.” 


“Yeah,” Wilbur answers, scrubbing a hand through his hair. His eyes find the radio, over 
Tommy’s shoulder. He looks back at his brother — his living, breathing, laughing brother. 
“I’m fine, I just... had a really weird dream.” 


And of course, Tommy doesn’t understand, just nods and smiles, but that’s okay. Wilbur 
can explain it to him later. 


It’s Wednesday, after all. Starting now, they have all the time in the world. 
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